.. 


| PL , , 2 . = 


_ = 


"4 
5 


ONS ANNCE 


5 


. ads 


9 


— 
- 


CAM, 


.. 


| PL , , 2 . = 


_ = 


"4 
5 


ONS ANNCE 


5 


. ads 


9 


— 
- 


CAM, 


I& 


KING JOHN 


A TRAGEDY. 


' WRETTEN BY 


WILLIAM SHARSPEARE. 
TAKEN FROM k 


THE MANAGER' BOOK; 


AT THE 


Theatre Royal, Drury-Lane, 


LOND O „. 


Printed for R. Bur rzR Z, No. 79, Fleet-ſtreet j and 
3 | ſold by all Bookſellers in Town and Country = | 


—_ 3 es 


tt et —7˖7˖—ĩ—13ðÜ LEI * 
. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


DRURY- LANE, 


King John, 
Hubert, 
Saliſbury, 
Pembroke, 
Eſſex, 

King Philip, 
Dauphin, 
Avfliria, , 
Pandulph, | 
Chatillion, 


Citizen of Angiers, 
Prince Authur, 


Baſtard, 


Prince Henry, Pigot. 


DTT 


Mr. Kemble. 


Mr. Benſſey. 


Mr. Staunton. 
Mr. Williames, 
Mr. Chaplin. 
Mr. Aickin, , 
Mr. Barrymore, 
Mr. Wrighten, 
Mr. Packer. 


Mr. Farren. 


Mr. Fawcett, 
Miſs Field. 
Mr. Smith. 


Robert Faulconbtidge. James 


-Gurney, Peter of Pomftet. Melun, 


Queen Elinor, 


WO M E N. 


— 


Lady Faulconbridge, — 


Lady Blench, 


Conflance, 


j 


—— 
— 
— 
b 


Mrs, Hopkins, 
Mrs. Hcdyes, 
Mis Palmer. 


Mis. Siddons, - 


KING JOHN. 


ACT I. SEENE, Northampron. 
A room of flate in the palace. [ Flour ith, 
King Jobn diſcovered upon a throne, Buren Elinor, Poms 
broke, Eſer, and Saliſbury, with Chatillion, 


K. Jobs. OW, ſay, Chatillion, what would France 
| with us? 
Chat. Thus, after greeting, ſpeaks the king of France, 
In my behaviour, to the majeſty, mw 
The borrow'd majeſty of England her-. | 
Eli, A ſtrange beginning !——borrow'd majeſty | 
K. Fobn. Silence, good mother; hear the embaſſy. 
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceaſed brother Geffrey's ſon, | 
Arthur Plantageret, lays lawful claim 
To this fair iſland, and the territories ; 
To Ireland, Poitiers, Anjou, Touraine, Mine; 
Deſi ing thee to lay afide the ſword, 
Which (ways uſurpingly theſe ſeveral titles; 
And put the ſame into young Arthur's hand, 
Thy nephew, and right-royal fovereign. 
X. John. What follows, if we diſallow of this ? 
Chat. The proud cnntroul ef fierce and bloody war, 
To enforce theſe rights ſo forcibly with-held. 
K. * * have we war for war, and blood for 
ood, 
Controulment for controutment ; ſo anſwer France. 
Chat. Then take my king's defiance from my mouth, 
The farthelt limit of my embaſſy. 
K. John. Bear mine to him, and ſo depart in peace, 
Be thou as lightning ia the eyes of France; 
For ere thou canſt report, I will be there, 
The thunder of my cannon ſhall be heard, 
So, hence f Be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And ſullen preſage of your own decay, 
An honourabe condutt let him have, | 
Pembroke, look to't ; Farewell, Chatillion, 
[ Exennt Chat. and Pen. 
Eli. What now, my ſon? Have I not ever faid, 
ow that ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe, 
Till ſhe had kindled France, and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her ſon ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 


With very eaſy arguments of love; 
"Wo. x Which 


— 


- — — 
— — — —— —— — 


Heaven guard my mothe 


4 KING JOHN. 
Wbich now the manage of two kingdoms muſt 
With fearful, bloody iſſue arbitrate, i 


K. 7obx. Our ſtrong poſſeſſion, and our right for us.— 
Eli. Your ſtrong pofſeffion much more than your right; 


Or elſe it muſt go wrong with you and me: 


So. much my conſcience whiſpers in your ear. 
E/. My liege, here is the ſtrangeſt eontroverſy, 


Come from the country to be judg'd by you, 


'TBat e*er I heard, Shall I produce the men ? 
K. John. Let them approach 
Our abbies and our priories ſhall pay 
This expedition's charge—— 
Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip, his brother. 
What men are you ? | IIS 

Phil. Your faithful ſubject, I, a gentleman 

Born in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt fon, 
As I ſuppoſe, to Robert Faulconbridge ; 
A ſoldier, by the honour-giving hand 

Of Cceur de-lion, knighted in the field. 

K. John. What art thou? 5 | 

Rob. The ſon and heir to that ſame Faulconb. idge. 
K. John. ls that the elicr, and art thou the heir; 
Vu came not of one mother then, it ſeems ? 

Phil. Moſt certain of one mother, mighty king, 
'That is well known ; and, as I think, one father : 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o'er to heaven, and to my mother; 
Of that I doubt, as all mens* children may. 
Eli. Out on thee, rude man! thou doſt ſhame thy 
mother, 8 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 
Phil, I, madam, no, I bave no reaſon for it; 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine; 
The which if he can prove, he pops me out 
At leaſt from fair five hundred puund a year : 
4 honour, and my land! 
K. Pu A good blunF fellow : why, being younger 


rn L 
' Doth be lay claim to thine inheritance ? 


Phil. I know not why, except to get the land, 
But, once, he ſlander'd me with baſtardy ; 


But whether I be as true begot, or no, 


That till I lay upon my mother's head; 


But that I am as well begot, my liege, 


{Fair fall the bones, that took the pains for me! 
3 . Compare 


KING JOHN. 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourſelf. 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 
And were our father, and this ſon like him; 
O old Sir Robert, father, on my knee 
I give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee, 


K. John. Why, what a mad-cap hath beaven lent us 


here ? 

Eli. He has a trick cf Coeur-de-lion's face 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him. 

Do you not read ſome tokens of my ſon 
In the large compoſition of this man ? 

K. John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard, «-——Sirrah, ſpeak, 
What doth move you to claim your bro:her's land? 

Phil. Becauſe he hath a half-face, like my father; 
With that half-face would he have all my land. 


Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father liv'd, 


Your brother did employ my father much 

Phil. Well, fir, by this you cannot get my land, 
Your tale muſt be, how he employ'd my mother. 

Rob. And once diſpatch'd him in an embaſſy 
To Germany; there, with the emperor 
To treat of high affairs touching that time. 

The advantage of his abſence took the king, 
And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my father's ; 
Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak : 
But truth is truth ; large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 
Between my father and my mother lay, 

(As I have heard my father ſpeak himſelf) 
When this ſame luſty gentleman was got. 

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd 

His lands to me: and took it on his death, 
That this, my mother's ſon, was none of his; 
And, if he were, he came into the world 

Full fourteen weeks before the courſe of time, 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine, 
My father's land, as was my father's will, 

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And, if ſhe'did play falſe, the fault was hers 
Which fault lies on the hazard of all huſbands: 
That marry wives. 

Your father's heir muſt ha ve your father's land. 
Lob. Shall then my faher's will be of no force 
To diſpoſſeſs that child» — is not his ? 
3 


Phil. . 


88 


6” ING TOHN. 
Phil. Of no force to diſpoſſeſs me, ſir, _ 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 
Eli. Whether hadfi thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land; 
Or the reputed fon of Cœur - de- lion, 
x Lord of thy preſence, and no land beſide ? 
1 Phil. Madam, and if my brother had my ſhape, 
And I had his, fir Robert's his, like Hmm 
And if my legs were two ſuch riding rode, 
I My arms ſuch eel ſkins ſtuft; my face ſo thin, io 
1 And, to bis ſhape, were heir to all this land;- | ; 
'! Would I might never ſtir from off this place, 3 
I I'd give it every foot to have this face; F 
[i I would not be fir Nob in any caſe. 
N Eli. I like thee well: wilt thou forſake thy fortune, 


Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me? 
| I am a ſoldier, and now bound to France. ; | 
Phil. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance: 4 
| Your face hath got five hundred pound a year ; 
Yet ſell your face for five pence, and *tis dear. 
Mad am, I'll follow you untolthe death. | 
Eli. Nay, I would hare you go before me thither. 
Phil. Our country manners give our betters way. 
K. John. What is thy name? | 
Phil. Philip, my liege; ſo is my name begun: 
Philip, good old fir Robert's wiſe's eldeſt ſon. | 
K. John. From benceforth bear his name, whoſe form 
tho bear'ſt. | : 
Kneel thou down Philip, but riſe more great ; 
Ariſe fir Richard and Plantagenet. 
Phil. Brother by the mother's fide, give me your hand; 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land, | 
Now bleſſed be the hour, by night or day, 
. When [ was got, fir Robert was away! 
Eli. The very ſpirit of.Plantagenet ! 
| I am thy grandam, Richard; call meſo. 
Pi Madam, by chance, but not by truth: what tho'?- 
Something about, a little from the right; 
In at the window, or elſe o'er the hatch, 
Who dares net ſlir by day, muſt walk by night, 
And have is have, however men do catch ; 
Near or far off, well won is ſtill well ſhot ; 
And Jam I, howc'er I was begot. 
K. 7obe. Go, Faulconbridge ; now haſt thou thy defire; 
A landleſs knight makes thee a landed 'ſquire. j 


Come, 


f 


KINGIOHN. | 7 
Come, madam, and come, Richard; we muſt ſpeed 
For France, for France ; for it is more than need. 
Phil. Brother, adieu; good fortune come to thee, 
For thou waſt got I'the way of honeſty, 
| [Exeunt all but Ph:lips 
A foot of honour better than I was, 
But many a many foot of land the worſe ! 
Well, now can I make any Joan a laly :— 
Good den, Sir Richard — Godamercy, fellow ; — 
And if his name be George, I'II call him Peter; 
For new-made honour doth'forget men's names; 
"Tis too reſpective and too ſociable | 
For your converſing. Now your traveller, — 
He and his tooth-pick at my worſhip's meſs z | : 
And when my knightly ſtomach is ſuffic'd, 
Why then I fuck my teeth, and cathechiſe 
My piked man of countries: — My gear Sir, 
(Thus leaning on my elbow, I begin) 
{ /ta!lbeſeech you — That is queſtion now ; 
And then comes anſwer, like an ABC-book : 
O Sir, ſays anſwer, at your be command; 
At your evaplo;ment, at your ſervice, Sir ,— 
No, Sir, ſays queſtion ; J, faveet Sir, at yours 


And fo, &er anſwer knows what queſtion would, 


(Saving in dialogue of compliment ; 
And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 
The Pyrenean and the river Po) 
It draws towards ſupper in cancluſton, ſo. 
But this is worſhipful ſociety, | 
And fits the mounting ſpirit like myſelf : 
For he is but a baſtard to the time, 
That doth not ſmack of obſervation ; 
{And fo I am, whether I ſmack or no:] 
\nd not alone in habit and device, 
Exterior form, outward accoutrement; 
But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poiſon for the age's tooth: 
Which tho? I will not practiſe to deceive, | 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; 
For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my riliug. 
But who comes in ſuch haſte, io riding robes ? 
What woman-poſt is this ? | 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 
O me! it is my mother— How now, good lady, 
What brings you here to court ſo haſtily ? 
Ents 


Colbrand the giant, that ſame mighty man? 


| Madam, I was not old fir Robert's ſon 7 


That, for thine own gain, ſnould'ſt defend mine honour! 


s KING JOHN. 
| Enter lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney, 
Lady. Where is that ſlave, thy brother: ? where is ho, 


That holds in chaſe mine honour up and down ? 
Phil. My brother Robert? old fir Robert's ſon ? 


Is it fir Robert's ſon, that you ſeek fo ? 

Lady. Sir Robert's ſon ! ay, thou unreverend boy, 

Sir Robert's fon : why ſcorn'ſt thou at fir Robert! 

He is fir Robert's ſon, and ſo art thou. g 
Phil, James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while 
Gur. Good leave, good Philip. - 
Phil. Philip! ſparrow ! James, 

There's toys abroad; anon III tell thee more. | 

: [ Exit James. 


IE 


Sir Robert might have cat his part in me 

Upon Good-Friday, and ne'er broke his faſt : 

Sir Robert could do well ; marry, confeſs ! 

Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not doit; 

We knew his handy-work : therefore, good mother, 

To whom am I bcholden for theſe limbs ? 

Sir Robert never helpt to make this leg. = 
Lady. Haſt thou conſpired with thy brother too, 


What means this ſcorn, thou moſt untoward knave ? 
Phil. Knight, knight, good mother—Baſiliſco like. 
What! I am dub'd ; I have it on my ſhoulder. 
But mother, I am not fir Robert's ſon ; : 
I have diſclaim'd fir Robert, and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone: 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father; 
Some proper man, I hope; who was it, mother? 
Lady. Haſt thou deny'd thyſelf a Faulconbridge? 
Phil. As faithfully, as I deny the devil. 8 
| Lady. King Richard Cœur- de · lion was thy father; 
By long, and vehement ſuit, I was ſeduc'd - 
To make room for him in my huſband's bed. 
Heaven lay not my tranſgreſſion to my charge! 
Thou art the iſſue of my dear offence, 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd, paſt my defence. 
Phil. Now, by this light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wiſh a better father. 
Some ſins do bear their privilege on earth, 


And ſo doth yours; your fault was not your folly. 
Needs muſt you lay your heart at his diſpoſe, 


Subjected 


—— 


KING ]OH N. ; 


Fubjected tribute to commanding love, 


Againſt whoſe fury, and unmatched force, 

The awleſs Lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand. 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts, 


May eafily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 


With all my heart, I thank thee for my father! 
Who lives and dares but ſay, thou did*ſt not well 
When I was got, I'll ſend his ſoul to hell. 


Come, lady, 1 will ſhew thee to my kin; 


And they ſhall ſay, when Richard me begot, 
KF thou hadſt ſaid him ay, it had been fin : 
Who ſays, it was, he lyes ; I fay, *twas not. [ Exeunt. 


ACT II. SCENE before the walls of Angiers in 
| France. [A flouri 
Enter Philip king of Frances, Lewis the dauphin, the arch* 
- duke of Auftria, Conflance, and Arthur. 
Lew's, EFORE Angiers well met, brave Auſtria.— 
Arthur! that gieat fore-runner of thy blood 

Richara, that robb'd th- lion of his heart, 

And fought the holy wars in Paleſtine, 

By this brave duke came early to his grave: 

And, for amends to his poſterity, | 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To ſpread his eolours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the uſurpation - 

Of thy unnatural uncle, Engliſh John. | 

Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 
Arthur. God ſhall forgive you Cœur- de- lionꝰs death 

The rather, that you give his offspring life; | 

Shadowiog their right under your wings of war, 

I give you welcome with a powerleſs hand, 

But with a heart full of unſtained love : 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 
Lewis. A noble boy! who would not do thee right 
Auſ. Upon thy check I lay this zealous kiſs, 

A ſeal to this indenture of my love; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers, and the right thou haſt in France, 

Together with that pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 

Wh: ſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides 3 

Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 

Salute thee for her king. Till then, fair boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 


\ 


20 KING JOHN. i 


[ Conf. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks, 
Till your ſtrong hand ſhall help to give him ſtrength 


To make a more requital to your love. [ ſwards 
Auf, The peace of heaven is theirs, who lift their 
In ſuch a juſt and charitable war. +. Thane 


K. Philip. Well then, to work; our cannon fhall be 
Againſt the brows of this reſiſting town. — 
Call for our chiefeſt men of diſcipline, . 
Tocull the plots of beſt advantages; — 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 


Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood. 


But we will make it ſubje& to this boy. 
Conft. Stay for an anſwer to your embaſly, 

Left unadvis'd you ſtain your ſwords with blood, 

My lord Chatillion may from England bring 

That right in peace, which here we urge in war; 


And then we ſhall repent each drop of blood, 


That hot raſh haſte ſo indiſcreetly ſhed. | 
Enter Chatillion, © | 
K. Philip. A wonder, lady !—Lo, upon thy wiſh 11 


Oor meſſenger Chatillion is arriv'd. 


— Whit England ſays, ſay briefly, gentle lord, 
We coldly pauſe for thee. Chatillion, ſpeak. 
Chat, Then turn your forces from this paltry ſiege, 
And tir thera up againſt a mightier taſk. 
England, impatient of your juſt demands, 
Hath put himſelf in arms; the adverſe winds, 
Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have given him time 
To land his legions all as ſoon as I. 


With him along is come the mother-queen, 


An Are, ſtirring him to blood and ſtrife. | 
With her, her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a baſtard of the king deceas'd, 

And all the unſettled humours of the land ; 
Raſh, inconfiderate, fiery voluntariee, 

With ladies? faces, and fierce dragons' ſpleens, 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortune's here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits, 
Than now the Engliſh bottoms have waft o'er, 
D'd never float upon the ſwelling tide, 

To do offence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom. | 
The ioterruption of their churiiſh drums [Drums beat. 
Cuts off more circumſtance : they are at hand 


To 


To parly, or to fight; therefore prepare. 
I. p 2 — 2 this expedition ! 
A march. Enter King of England, Faulconbridge, Elinor, 
; Blanch, Pembroke, and others. 
K. John. Peace be to France ; if France in peace permit 
Our juſt and lineal entrance to our own |! 
If not, bleed France, and peace aſcend to heaven! 
Whilſt we, God's wratbful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beat bis peace to heaven. 
K. Phil, Peace be to England; if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace ! 
England we love; and, for that England's fake, 
With burthen of our armour here we ſweat : 
This toil of ours ſhould be a work of thine ; 
But thou from loving England art ſo far, 
That thou haſt under-wrought its lawful king; 
Cut off the ſequence of poſterity, 
Out- faced infant ſtate, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown, 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face. 
\ Theſe eyes, theſe brows, were moulded out of his: 
This little abſtract doth contain that large, 
Which dy'd in Geffrey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 
And this bis ſon; England was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Geffrey*s : in the name of God, 
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a king, 
When living blood doth in theſe temples beat, 
Which owe the crown that thou o' er- maſtereſt? 
K. John. From whom haſt thou this great commiſſion, 
France, 
To draw my anſwer to thy articles? 
K. Phil. From that ſupernal judge, that flirs good 
| thoughts | 
In any breaſt of ſtrong authority, 
To look into the blots and ſtains of right. 
That judge bath made me guardian to this boy : 
Under whoſe warrant, I impeach thy wrong, 
And, by whoſe help, I mean to chafliſe it. 
K. Jobu. Alack, thou doſt uſurp authority. 
K. Phil. Excuſe it; 'tis to beat uſurping down. 
Eli. Who is't, that thou doſt call uſurper, France? 


Conſt. Lei me make anſwer ; thy uſurping ſon, — 
Aal. Peace 888 


Fanal, 


— 
— — 5 
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— . — — ACaoc 


F. aulc . Hear the crier, 
. What the divel art thou? 
Faule. One that will play the devil, fir, with you, 
An a' may catch you hide and you alone. 5 
You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 


Whoſe valour plucks dead lions by the beard : 


III ſmoak your ſkin-coat, an I catch you right; 
Sirrah, look to't; faith, I will, faith. 2 

K. Phil. King John, this is the very ſum of all. 
England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 
In right of Authur I do claim of thee : 
Wilt thou reſign them, and lay down thy arms? 

k. Fobn, My life as ſoon, —I do defy thee, France, 


Arthur of Britain yield thee to my hand; 


And out of my dear love Il give thee more, 
Than e' er the coward-hand of France can win. 


Some trumpet ſummon hither to the walls 


Theſe men of Angiers ; let us hear them ſpeak, 
Whoſe title they admit, Arthur's or John's, 
| [Trumpets ſound a call, 
Enter Citizens upon the walls. 
Cit, Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls? 
K. Phil, *Tis France, for England, | 
K. John, England, for itſelf : 

You men of Anglers, and my loving ſubjects 
K. Phil, You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's ſubjects, 
Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle. 
K. John. For our advantage ;—thetefore hear us firſt, 
Theſe flags of France, that are advanced here | 

Before the eye and proſpect of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement. 
All preparation fora bloody ſiege 

And mercileſs proceeding, by theſe French, 
Con front your city's eyes, your winking gates; 


Fut on fight of us your lawful king, 
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchſafe a parle: 


And now, inſtead of bullets wrapt in fire, 
To make a ſhaking fever in your walls, POE 
They ſhoot but calm words, folded up in ſmoke; 
Which truſt accordingly, kind citizens, : 
Abd let in us, your king; whoſe labour'd ſpirits, 
Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K. Phil. When I have ſaid, make anſwer to us bath. 


Lo! in this right hand, whoſe protection 
Is moſt di vi ely yow'd upon the right 


of 


KING JOHN, 2 

Of him ir holds, ſtands young Plantagenet; 6 

Son to the elder brother of this man. 

Aud king o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 

For this down-troddeh equity, we'tread - 

In warlike march theſe greens before your town; 

Being no further enemy to you, 

Than the eonftroint of hoſpitable zeal, 

In the relief of this oppreſſed child, 

Religiouſly ſprovokes. Then pay that aun, obe Nu. 
truly Wo. 

To him that owns it; uaitiele; this yount'p rinee 

And then our arms, have all offence feaPd- * 88 

Then, tell us, mall your city call us lord, 

In that behalf Which we have challeng'd it; 

Or ſhall we give the ſignal to our rage, 

And ſtalk in blood to our poſſeſſion? 

Cit. In brief, we are the king of England's beten; 

For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me in. 

\ Cit. That can we not: but he that proves the __ 
To him will we prove loyal ; ; till chat time, 

Have we ramm'd up our gates againſt the world, 

K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove the 
And it not that, I bring you witneſſes, [king ? 
Twice fifteen thoaſand hearts of Evgland's breed 

Faulc. (Baſtards, and elſe) | 

N. John. —To verify our title with their lives, 

K. Phil. As many, and as well born bloods as thoſe — 

Faulc. (Some baſtards too). 

K. Phil. Stand in his face to contradict his claim, 

Cit, Till yon compound whoſe rightis worthieft, 

We, for the wofthieft, hold the right from both. 

K, John. Then God forgive the ſin of all thoſe ſouls, 
That to their everlatting refdents, | 
Before the dew of wching fall, ſnhell fleet, 

In dreadful trial of our kingdom” s king! N 
K. Phil. Amen, Amen. — Mount, chevaliers ! to arms! 
7 Saipt George, that ſwing'd the dragon „and cer 
ince 
Sits on his horſeback at mine hoſteſs? door, 
Teach us ſome fence ! Sirrah, were I at home 
At your den, Sirrah, with your lioneſs, 
I'd ſet an ox-head to your lion's hide, | | 
And make a monſler of you, IT Auftria. 
| 24 Peace E ho more. Z 
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Faule, O, tremble z for you hear the lion roa. 

K. Jobn. Up higher to the plaio ; where we'll ſer . : 
In beit appointment all our regiments. _ 

Faule. Speed then to take advantage of the field. 

K. Phil. It ſhall be ſo.;—and at the other hill | 
Command the reſt to ſtand.—God, and our right!{ Fxcunt. 
A fter excurſions a long charge ſaunded, then a call, enter the 

herald of France with trumpets to ube gates, 

F. Her. Ye men of Angiers, open wide you gates, 

Aud let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, i in; 

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made l 
Much work for tears in many an Enyliſh mother, 
Whoſe ſons lye ſcatter'd on the bleeding grounds; 
And many a widow's huſbadd groveling lies, 
Coldly embracing the diſcolour'd.earthz  _ 
While victory with little loſs doth play Fr: Aan 9. 
Upon the dancing banners of the French; ; 
Who are at hand triumphantly diſplay'd . 
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim n: 
Arthur of Bietagne, 7 land's k ing, and yours. [4 call, 
Enter Engliſh herald with irumpts. 

E. Her. Rejoice, y — men of Angiers, ring your bells; 
Kiog John, your king and England s, doth approceh,, 
Commander of this hot malicious day! _, 

Their armours, that march'd.hence ſo Glver-bright, | 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood. 

There ſtuck no plume in any Engliſh creſt, 

That is removed by a ſtaff of France, | 

Our colours do return in thoſe ſame hands, 

That did diſplay them, when we firſt march'd forth: 1 
And, like a jolly treop of huntſmen, come | 
Our luſty Eogliſh, all with purpled hands; 

Dy'd io the dying flaughter of their foes. 

Open you gates, and give the victors way. 

Cier Heralds from off our towers we might behold, 
From firſt to laſt, the onſent and retire | 
Of both your armies ;, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured :; 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have anſwered blows ; 
Strength match'd with e and power Wes 
7 on er: » T (t 

Both 1 alike, and both alike we like,. 

One mult prove greateſt;;—yhile they nnd eren, 

We hold our towy for nenher.z et, 
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Euter the tao kings with their pcabers, at ſeveral doors. 
X. Job. France, haſt thou yet more blood to caſt away? 
Say, ſhall the eurrent of our right run on? 855 
Whoſe paſſage, vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er fwell 
With courſe diſturb'd even thy confining ſhores ; 
Unleſs thou let his ſilver water keep 
A peaceful progreſs'to the ocean. N 
X. Phil. England, thou haſt not ſav'd one drop of blood. 
In this hot trial, more than we of France; Ih 
Rather loſt more: and by this hand I ſwear, 
That ſways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay by our juſt-borne arms, | 
We'll put thee down, *gainſt whom theſe arms we bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead; | 
Gracing the ſcrowl, that tells of this war's loſs, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of kings. 
Faulc. Ha, majeſty how high thy Fe g towers, 
Whed the rich blood of kings is ſet on fire 
Why ſtand theſe royal fronts amazed thus? 
ry havock, kings! back to the fla'ned field, 
You equal potents, fiery-kindled ſpirits! 
Then let confuſion of one part confirm 
The other's peace; üll then, blows, blood, and death. 
X. John. Whoſe party do the townſmen yet admit ? 
X. Phil. Speak, citizens, for England; who's your king? 
Cit. The king of England, when we know the king! 
X. Phil. Know him in us, that here hold up his right. 
X. John, In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear poſſeſſion of our perſon here ; 
Lord of ovr prefence, Angiers, and of you. 
Cir, A greater power, than ye, denies all this; 
And, till it be endonbted, we do lock 
Our former ſeruple in our ſtrong- barr'd gates. 
Kings are out feats until our fears, reſoly'd, 
Be by ſome certain king purg'd and depos'd. [kings 3 
Faulc. By heaven, theſe fcroyles cf Angiers flout you” 
You royal prefences, be rul'd by me; 
Be friends a while, and both eonjointly bend 
Y our-ſharpeſt deeds of malice on this town. 
By eaſt and weſt let France and England mount : 
1 heir battering cannon, charged to the months ; | 
Till their ſoul-fearing clamours have brawl'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city. 0 
That done, diſſet ver your united ſtrengehs, 3 
| ; C2 And 
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And part your mingled colours once again; * 

urn face to face, and bloody point to point. 'A 

Then, i in a moment, fortune ſhall cull forth {| 
Out ef one ſide her happy minion; ii eto 
To vhom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day. 5 + Mo 
How i;ke you this wild countel, mighty ſtates ? 
Smacks it not ſomething of the policy 7 

K. John. Now, by the ſky, that benge abore our heats, 
1 like it well. France, ſhall we knit our en. A 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground; FF 
Then, after, fight who ſhall be king of it? 

K. Phil. Let it be ſo; ſay, where will you ont 

K, John, We from the weſt will ſend anne 
Into this city's boſom. 

Auſt. ] from the north, "FO 

K. Phil. Our thunder from dhe ſonth 
Snall raia their &41/t of bullets on this town. | | 

Faule. O prudent diſcipline ; from north to Gund; 
Ault:ia ard France ſhoot in each other's mouth; Lau. 
I'i! ſtir them too it; come, away, away! 

Cit. Hear us, great kings: vouchſaſe a "while to ſtay, 
And I will ſhew you peace, and fair-fac'd re 1 
Win you this city without ſtroke, or Wound)z: 
Reſed : thoſe breathing lives to die in beds, 

That here come ſacrifices for the field: 
| Preſerve not, but here me, mighty kings, bf. 
X. J. Speak on, with favour; we are bent to bew. 
Ci. I bat daughter there of Spain, the lady Blanch, 
Is near to England lock upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. Une 
Oh! tvo ſuch filver currents, when they join, 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in: ) 
And two ſuch ſhores, to two ſuch ſtreams. made one, N 
Jo ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, kings, 0 
To theſe two princes, if you marry tbem. 1 4 
This union ſhall do more than battery can. 
Ta our faſt-· cloſed gates; for at this match, ; 
With ſwifter ſplzea than powder can enforce, 
The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
Aad give you entrance :. but, without this match, 
The fea enraged is not balf fo deat; 
Lions ſo confident, mountains and rocks 
So free. from mation; no, not death himſelf 
In mortal fury . half ſo peremptory, | 
As we to keep this city. WET 
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Faule. Here's Mſtay y 34) 
That ſhakes the rotten ed of old death 
Out of his rags L Here's @ large mouth, andeed, 
'T'hat ſpits forth death, and imeuntains, rocks and ſeas; 
Talks as familiarly of ioating lion, 
As maids of thirteen. do of ipuppy- dogs! 
What canconeer bogot this laſt y blood > ' 
He ſpeaks plain canncn-fire, and ſmoak, 2nd bounce ; 
He gives the baiiinado with-his toppue : f 
Our ears ate cudgel'd; not a word of his, 
But buffets beiter than à fiſt of France: 
Zoundst Iwas never fo bethumpt with words, 
Since I firſt, calld-my brother's father, dad. 
Cit, Why anſwer not the double majeſies 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ? © | 
K. Phil, What ſay'ſt thou, boy? look in the lady s face. 
Lewis, I do, my lord; and in hor eye I find 
A wonder, or a wandrous miracle ; 
The ſhadow of myſelf form'd in her eye; SA 
Drawn i in che — table of ber eye TIT | 
' [HP bi/periny - 21. 
Aon Drawn in the flaneriog. table of her eye 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow! 
And quarter'd ! in her heart! he doth eſpy 
Himſelf love's traitor : this is pity now, 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there ſhould be, 
In ſuch a love, ſo vile a lout as he. 


X. John. What ſay theſe young ones? w hat lay yok. 


my niece ? © 
Blanch. That ſhe is bound i in honevr ſtill to do 
What you in wiſdom ſtill vouchſafe to ſay. 
K. Jobu. Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 
Command thy ſon and daughter to join hands. 


K. Phil, It likes us well; young princee, cloſe your 


hands, 
Now, citizens 'of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made; 
For at St. Mary's chapel, preſently 
The rites of marriage'ſhall be fokemniz'd,— 
Is not the lady Conſtance in this troop ? 
Where is ſhe and her ſon, tell me, who knows ? 
Lewis. Sh 's fad and paſſionare at your highneſs' tent. 
K. Phil, Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady? In her right we came. 
K. Jobn, We will heal 1 all, 
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For we'll create young Arthur duke of Bretegne, 

And earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 

We make him lord of. Call the lady Conſtance ; 3 

Some ſpeedy meſſenger| bid her repair | 

To our ſolemnity : 

Go we, as well as haſte «it ſoffer us, 

To this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 

| [ Ell enter the town but Faulconbridgt. A march, 
Faule. Mad worlds l mad kings I mad compoſition !* 

2 to ſtop Arthur's title in the whole 
ath willingly departed with a part: | 19-1641 

And France (whoſe armour conſcience buckled oa, 

W hoſe zeal and charity brougbt to the field, 91250 

As God's own ſoldier) rounded: in the ear 7 

With that ſame purpoſe-changer, that ſly devil, 

That broker, that ſtill breaks the pate of faith, 

That daily break-vow ; he that wins of all, 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, eue 

(Who having no external thing to loſe 

But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that) 

That ſmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity — — 

Commodity, the bias of the world; - | _. | 

The world, which of itſelf is poiſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground; 

Till this adrantage, this vile drawing biae, 

This ſway of motion, this commodity, 

- Makes it take head from all indifferency, - = N 1 

From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent: 

And this ſame bias, this commodity, . 

This bawd, this broker, this all- changing word, 

Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 

From a reſolv'd and honourable war, 

To a moſt baſe and vile concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this commodity ? = 

But for becauſe he hath not wooed me vet: 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 

When his fair angels would ſalute my palm; 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the fich. 

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail ; 

And lay, there is no ſin but to be rich: 
And being rich, my virtue then ſhall be, 

To ſay, I. is no vice, but beggary. 

Since kings break faith upon commodity, 


Gain be my lord; for 1 will —_— thee! 22 xit. 
: ACT 


KING IO HN. 19 
ACT III. SCENE the French hing's pavilion. 
Enter Conflance, Artbur, and Saliſbury. 
Conſt. 5 ONE to be marry'd ! gone to ſwear a peace! 
Falſe blood to falſe blood join'd ! Gone to be 
friends! 7 27 n 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe provinces? ? 
It is not ſo, thou haſt miſ-ſpoke, mĩſ- heard; \ 
Be well-advigd, tell o'er thy tale again: 
It cannot be; thou doſt but ſay, tis ſo, 
I truſt, I may not truſtthee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man: 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man; 
I have a king's oath to the contrary, il 
Thou ſhalt be pnniſh'd for thus frighting me, 
For I am fick, and capable of fears ; 
Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ; 
A widow, huſbardleſs, ſubject to fears; 
A woman, naturally born to feats: 
And, tho' thou now confeſs thou didſt but jeſt, 
With my vext ſpirits I catinot take a truce, - 
But they will quake and tremble all this day: 
What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head ? 
Why doſt thou look ſo ſadly on my ſon? _ 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o'er his bounds ? 
Be theſe ſad fighs confirmers of thy words? 
Then ſpeak again not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
. Sal. As true as, I believe, you think them falſe, 
That gives you cauſe to prove my ſaying true. 
Confl, Oh, if thou teach me to believe this ſorrow, 
Teach thou this ſorrow hew to make me die; 
Lewis marry Blanch ! O boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me? 
Fellow, be gone; I cavnot brook thy fight : 
This news hath made thee a moſt ugly man. 
Sal. What other harm bave I, good lady, done? 
But ſpoke the harm that is by others done? 
+ Conft, Which harm within itſelf ſo heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that ſpeaks of it. 
Arth, I do beſeech you, madam, be content. 


Ugly, 122 3 111 | 
Paich'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks, 
4 . | I would 
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Conf. If thon, that bidſt me be content, were grim, FA 
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1 would not care, I thin would be cogtett: 


For then I ſhovld.norlove thee 3 no, nor thou 

Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown: =. 
But theu ait fair, aud at thy birth, dear boy! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great. 

Of nature's gifts thou may ſt with lilies boaſt, 

And with the half. blown roſe. But fortune, oh! 


Se is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee ; 


. She adulterates hourly with thy udcle Jobn n; 


And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France | 

To tread down fair reſpe&of-:ſovereignty, :/+- - lt 1/1 
And made his mjefty the bawd tod heiss. 
France is a bawd to fortune, and king John: | 
That ſtrumpet fortune, that uſurpiog John! 

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France ſorſworn? 


Envenom him with words; or get thee gone, 


And leave theſe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under- bear. Vin 
Sal. Pardon me, madam, © on . 
I may not go without you to the kinga. 
Conſt, Thou may ſt, thou ſhalt, I will not go with thee : 
will inſtruct my ſorrous to be proud :* | SIS 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ſtout. 
To me, and to the ſtate of my great grief, 
Let kings aſſemble; for my grief's ſo great, 
That no ſspporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: here I and ſarrow fit: 12-3 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 
| 333 41 | [Sits down on the floor, 


Emer king John, king | Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinory 


Faulconbridęe, and Auſtria, A flouriſh. th! 
K. Phil. *Tis true, fair daughter; and this bleſſed day 

Ever in France ſhall be kept feſtival: 4 

To ſolemnize this day, the glorious ſun 

Stays in his courſe, and plays the alchymiſt; 

Turning, with ſplendour of his precious eye, 

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold. 

The yearly courſe, that brings this day about, 


Shall never ſee it, but a er — 


Con/?, A wicked day, and not a holy-day !— [Rifcug, 


What hath this day deſerv'd? what hath it done, 


This day of ame, oppreſſion, perjury; | 


That it in golden letters ſhould be ſet, 
Among the high tides, in the kalendar ?. 
Nay, rather, turn this day of the week; 


This 
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This day, all things begun come to ill end ; 

Yea, faith itſelf to hollow falſhood change 1. | 
K. Phil. By heaven, lady, you fhall have no cauſe 

To curſe the fair proceedings of this rip 

Have I not pawn'd to you my majeſiy ? 

Conſt. You have beguil'd me with a connterfeit 
Reſembling majeſty ; which, touch'd and try'd, 
Proves valueleſs : you are forſworn, forſworn ! 

You came in arms to ſpiil my enemies blood, 

But now in arms, you ſirengthen it with yours. 55 

The grappling vigour, and rough frown of ons C11 

Is cold in amity and painted peace, 

And our oppreſſion hath made up this league :- — i {P 

Arm, arm, ye heavens, againſt theſe perjur'd kings ! 

A widow cries, be huſband to me, heaven ! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day * 

Wear out the day in peace; but, ere fun-ſet, 

Set armed diſcord txt theſe perjur d kings. 

Hear me, ob, hear me! 5 Tos! 
22 Lady Conſtance, peace. 

War L war 1 no peace! peace is to me a vr. 

O 3 O Auſtria ! thou doſt ſhame _ 

That bloody ſpoil : thou ſlave, thou, wretch, thou cowand, 

Thou little valiant, great in villainy ! 

Thou ever frong, upon the ſtronger fide ! 

Thou fortune's champion, that doſt never fight 

But when her humqurans TER 18 war; [+ HC 

To teach thee fafety! _ | x $4702 

Thou cold-blooded . | the 

Haſt thou not ſpoke like 8 on wy 1 445 2 

Been ſworn my ſoldier? bidding me depend 

Upon thy ſtars, thy fortune, ard thy ſtrength ? 

And doſt thou now fall over to my foes ? 

Thou wear a lion's hide! doff it for ſhame, 

And hang a calve's - Kin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
Auf. Oh that a man would ſpeak, thoſe words to me! 
Faule. Aud hang acalve's-fkin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
Auft. Thou dar'ſt not ſay ſo, villain, for thy life. 
Faulc. And bang acalve's {kin, on, thoſe recreant limbs. 
Huf. Methinks, that Richard's pride and Richare's 

fall 

Sould be a precedent to fright you . 
Faule. What words are theſe 2 how do my Snews ſhake ! : 

My father's foe clad in my father's ſpoil t | 
How doch AleQo/whiſper in my cars . 
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But arm thee, traitor, wronger of renown, 3 THR 
For by his ſoul I ſwear, my Father's Foul, Kis 
Twice will I not review the morning's file; 

Tin I have torn that trophy from thy back; 

And ſplit thy heart for wearing it ſo long. 

K. Jobs: We like not this; thou doſt forget ayelk 

| Emer Panduljh. 

K. Phil. Here comes the holy legate of the popes 
Pand. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven * F 
To thee, king Jobs, my holy errand is. | 
I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal, 

And from pope Innocent the legate here, 

Do in his name religiouſly demand © 

Why thou-againſt the church, our holy mother; 
80 wilfully doſt ſpurn; and, force perforce, 

Keep Stephen Langton, choſen archbiſhop - 

Of Canterbury, from that holy ſee? 
This, in our foreſaid holy father's name, 

Pope 3 I do demand of thee. ' 2 1 

K. John. What earthly name to interrogatoiies-/ 

Can taſk the free breath of a ſacred King? 
Thou canft not, cardinal, deviſe a name 
So ſlight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 
To charge me to an anſwer, as the pope. | 
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more, That no Italian prieft 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions : ' 
But as we under heaven are ſupreme head, 
So, under him, that great ſupremacy, | ' 
Where we do reign; we will alne uphold, ' 
Without the affiſtance of a mortal hand. 
So tell the pope ; all reverence ſet apart 
To him, and his uſurp'd authority. | 
X. Phil. Brother of England, you blaſpheme'| in this, 
K. Jobn. Tho? you, and all the kings of Cincom 
Are led ſo groſſy by this, meddling prieſt, 
Dreading the curſe that money may buy out; 
And; by the merit of vile gold, droſs, gb, 
Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who, in that ſale, ſells pardon from himſelf : 
Tho? you, and all the reſt, ſo groſſy led, 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cheriſh; * 
Yet I alone, alone, do me oppoſe | Ke 
Againſt the pope, and count his friends my "wa ki Ke 

Paud, Then by the lawſul power that I have, - Th 
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Thcu ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate ; 7 31 
And blefled ſhall he be; that doth revolt 

From bis allegiance to an heretics _ 

And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'd_ 
Canonized and worſhipp'd as a faint, 

That takes away by any ſecret a | 

Thy hateful life. _- | 

Cont. O, lawful let it be, 

That I have room with Rome to cork a while ! 
Good fatber cardinal, cry thou, Amen, 5 
To my keen cui ſes; for, without my wrong. 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a N 
Let go the hand of that arch-heretic ; 

And raiſe the power of France upon his head, 
Unleſs he do ſubmit himſelf to Rome, 

Auft. King Philip, lien to the cardinal. 

Faulc. And hang a calve's-ſkin on his recreant limbs. 

Au. Well, ruffian, I muſt pocket up theſe "rong?s 
Becauſe | 

Faule. Your breeches beſt may carry them. 

K. John. Philip, what ſay'ſt thou tu the cardinal ? 

Conft, What ſhould he ſay, but as the cardinal ? 

K. Phil. Good ieverend father, make my perſon youre 
And tell me how you would beſtow yourſelf, 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit ; 

So newly join'd in Lve, ſo firong in both, | 
Unyoke this ſcizure, and this kind regreet ? 
Play faſt and looſe with faith? fo jeſt with heaven, 
Make ſuch unconſlant children of ourſelves, 
As now again to ſaatch our palm from palm; 
Unſwear faith ſworn, and on the marria e-bed 
Of ſmiling peace to march a bloody hot, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true ſincerity ? O holy Sir, 

My reverend father, let it not be ſo: 

Out of your grace, deviſe, ordain, impoſe 
Some gentle order; and then we ſh. Il be bleſt 
To do your pleaſure, and continue friends. 

Pound. All form is formleſs, order orderleſs, 
Save what is oppoſite to England's love. | 
Therefore, to arms! be champion of our church! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curſe, 
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A caſed lion by the mortil paw,  - 

A falling tyger ſafer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace that hand which thou doſt bold. s 

K. Phil. I may disjoin my hand, but not my faith. 
Pand. So mak'ſt thou faith n enemy 10 faith, 

O, let th y vow 

Firſt made to heaven, fiſt be to beav'n perform d ; 

| That is, to be the champion of our f 1 

But, if not, then, known, * 

The peril ef our curfes light on thee; ; | 

So heavy, as thov ſhalt not ſhake them off; 

But, in deſpair, die under their black _ 

Auſt. Rebellion, flat rebellion ha 
Faule. Willit not be? 

Will not a calve*s-fkin flop that mouth of eine ? 
Lew:is. Father, to arms! © ay 
Blanch. Upon thy wedding:day ? B 

Againſt the blood that thou haſt married? a 

What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with f4vghter'd men? 

Shall braying trumpets,.and loud churlifh drums, 

Clamours of hell, be meaſures to our pomp ? 

O huſband, hear me! 

Eren for chat name, 6 

Which. till this time my gde did deer pronounce, _ 

Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms | 

Againſt mine uncle. 

Conf. O, upon my knee, 2 

Made hard With kneeling, I do pray to IN 

Thou virtuous dauphin, alter not the doom 

Forethought by heaven. 

Blanch, Now ſhall J ſee thy love. What motive may 

Be ſtronger with thee that the name of wife ? 

Conft. That which'ypholderh him, that thee upholds, | 

His honour. O thine honour, Lewis, thine honour !— 
Lexi, J muſe, your majeſty doth ſcem ſocold, 

When ſuch profound reſpects do pull you on? 

Pand. Iwill denounce à curfe upon bis head t 
K. Phil. Thou ſhall not e pan Tl fat 
from thee, ** 

Conft. O fair return of banif) pa nhjeſtyf 'L 
Eli. O, foul revolt of French id conſtaney ! | 
K. Jobu. Franke, thou ſhalt rue bis hour within this 

9 
Faule. Old time the clock-ſetter, that bald ſexton time, 
| Iz 1 it, as ke war well then, France ſhall rue. | 
x. John, 
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K. Jobs. Cots, "bh 1 8 Paine together: 
* : [Exit 8e e. 
F. phe I am Yurn'd up rich coflamicg wrathy3' © $45. 
rage, whoſe hare hath this condition 
nothing can allay, nothiog hut blood. 
2 blood, Sq deareſt valu'd i blood of France. 
K. Phil. Thy: rage mall burn thee ups and 5 walt 


turn 
To aſhes, ere our blood thall quench that fre; gi 00G: vv 
Look to thyſelf; thou art in Jeopardy, x. 
K. John, No mote than he that chreats Tomas? 
let's hie h TS Eren. 


SCENE changes to à feld of Battle. Hase, #xchrfions : 
| oor Reakdady idge, with Auſtria's h. 
Faule. Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous Bots 3 
Some airy devil hovers in the ſk yy) 
And pours down miſchief. Auſtria's head lie chere; „ 
Thus hath king Richard's ſon perform'd his "oO: 
And offer'd Auſtria's blood for facrifice 0 75 
Vote his father's ever- living ſoul. t ang 
| Enter king John, Arthur, and Hader, 5 | 
K. John. Hubert, keep hos boy. Philip, make FE ; 
my mother 
Is afſail'd in our tent, and ta? en, 1 on” 2 
Faule. My lord, I reſco*d her; | 
Her bighneſs is in "ſafety; fear you not 3 | | 
Bot on, my liege; for very little pains U b. 
Will bring this labour to aa happy end. I Devine, 
Alarms, txcurfrons," retreat. Re-enter: bing Jobe, Elinor, 
Arthur, Paulcenbridge, Hubert, and lord. 
R. John, 80 ſhall i it den your grace ſhall ſtay behind, 
N . 
So ſtrongly Sade 0 wil look not fad : eee. 
Thy grandam loves thee; andi thy uncle wil! 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 5 
Arth. O, this will make my mother die with gef. 
X. N. rd away for Eogland: haſte before, 
| | [To Faulcenbridge. 
And, ere our coming, ſee thou ſhake the bags | 
Of boarding abbots; their impriſon'd angels 
Set thou at liberty: the fat 11bs'of peace 
Muſt by the hungry now, be fed upen. 
Uſe our commiſſion in its utmoſt force. 
 Faulc. Bell, book, aud candle ſhall not Ander a me back, 
When gold and ſilver becks me to come ou]. 
leave your bighneſs. —Grandam, Iwill pray 
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(If ever Lremember to be holy): - Inde nin 
For your fair ſafety); ſo I kiſs your hand. | 
Eli. Farewel, 1 bonn. * 14167 122 
K. Jobn. Coz, farewell. n d Bett. F 1 


Eli. Come hither, little * Reeds, A 


Taking bim 10 one fide 0 the 6 
K. Nala. [To wat 3 . 2 ar | 


| Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 


We owe thee much; within this wall of lem 


_ "There is a ſoul, counts thee her creditor, 


And with advantage means to:;pay thy love: 2.80 5 wg 
And, My good friend, thy voluntary oath 7 71 


Lives in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed. 


Give me thy hand, I had a thing to ſay— 
But I will fit it with ſome better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almoſt aſham'd 


| To-ſay: what good reſpect I have of thee. - 


25. I am much bounden to your majeſty. & 
K, John. Good friend, thou hiſt no cauſe to ſay fo yet: 


But thou ſhalt have ; and creep time neꝰ er ſo e 
Vet it ſhall come for me to do thee good. 
I bad ag thing to ſay,— but, let it go: 


The ſun is in the heaven; and the proud day 
Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience: if the midnight bell 
Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth 


Sound on unto the drowſy race of night; 
If this lame were a church yard where we band, 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand wenge; 
Or if that ſurly ſpirit melancholy | 
Had back'd thy blood and made ut heavy, thick, 
(Which, elſe, runs tickhng up and down the veins, 


Making that ideot, laughter, keep mens“ eyes, 10 
And ſtrain their cheeks to idle merriment; 

A paſſion hate ſub to my purpoſes) | 

Or if that thou coutld'ſt ſee me without eyes, 


Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 


Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of en ; 

J ken, in deſpight of broad · ey d watchful day, 

I would into thy boſom pour my thoughts: 

But ah, I will not: yet I love thee well; 

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov'ſt me well. 
Hab. 80 21 that ae, vis me e undertake, 


Tho' 
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Tho? that my death wereradjunR to. my . 8 


By heaven, E would do it. 8 
K. Fohn. Do nat I know thou would; 5 0 . 


Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On von youn 7 boy: T Pl. 7 80 . W e, "Ht 
He is a very ſerpent in my way; 


And, whereſoe'er this = of: mine.doth tread, 
He lies be fore me. Doth "on underſtand me 2 


Thou art his keeper... | R! 
Hub. And I been bim ſo . 5 
That he ſhall not 5 your. mojeſty., N | 
K. Jobn. Death! | er 
Hub. a got Nein, „ 
K. Fohn. A rave! ; 7 10 
Hub. He ſhall not live. Ay, SSL > 
K. 7obn. Enough. 
I could be merry now: Hubert; I love thee ; 
Well, I'll not ſay what I intend for thee: 
Remember, —Madam, fare you well. | i 
eturni rot 85 
vn ſend thoſe. powers o'er to your ox hy \ er 
Eli. My blefling go with thee! _. 5 3 
K. Jobe. For England, couſin, go. 
Hubert ſhall be your man, attend on You” 
With all true duty. On, towards Clas, ho! 
— Hubert, remember, 


— 4 


[Eero 


SCENE the French conrt.. Enter. Ling Philip, Lew:s, 


Panduipio,. and atten 
K. Philip. So, by a roaring tempeſt, on the Rood, 
A whole armada of collected fail 8 
Is ſcatter'd and disjoin'd from tellowſhip, 
Pand. Courage and comfort | all ſhall yet go well, 
K. Phil. What can go well, when we have run ſo i 
Are we nat beaten ? ls not Angiers lofi? ; 
Arthur ta'en priſoner ? divers dear friends Hain? 2 
And bloody England into England gone, | 
O'er-bearin g interru tion ae of Fr ance? 
Leis. What he bath won, that hath he a 
So hot a ſpeed with ſuch advice diſpos'd, . 
Such temperate order in ſo fierce a courſe, 
Doth want example; who hath read, or heard, 
Of any kindred action like to this? 
X. Phil. Well could I bear that England had this priſe 
So we could find ſome pattern of our ſhame. 


4 
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| x 39808 Euter Conſtance: Suk 
Look, who comes here! a rave unto 2 a bu, 10 
Holdin the eternal ſpirit 45 ainſt her wi wi . po 
In the vile prifon of afflicted'b L ne cos: 
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with me 
Conf. Lo, now, now Le the iſſue of your p be | 
K. Phil. Patience, good lady! comfort, gentle *Conttance! 
Conſt. No, I defy all pane: all redreſs, 
But that which ends all counſel, true . . H! 
Death, death! Oh amjable, lovely death! Wars, 
Ariſe forth from the couch'of ng night, 1 
Thou hate and terror to proſperit y, ped Bo 
And I will kiſs thy deteſtable bones; © 
And put my eye-ballsin thy vaulty brows ; © 
And itop this gap of breath with fulſome duſt, 
And be a carrion monſter like thyſelf: 
Come, grin on me; and I will think thou "OY 
And buſs thee as thy wife! "miſery" 8 love, 3 
Oh, come to me!!! n 
K. Phil Oh: fair afliction, peace. 
Conft, No, no, T will” not, Naving breath to cry 5 
Oh! that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth! 
Then with a paſſion I would ſhake the world ; 
And rouze from fleep that fell anatomy 4 
"Which. ee hear a lady's feeble voice, V 
Which {corns a modern invocatisn;” n 
Pand. Lady, you utter madneſs, and not ſorrow.” © 
Conf. Thou art ohholy to believe me ſq ; 
I am not mad: this hair I tear, is mine, 
My name is Conſtance: I was Geffrey's wife : 
| Young Arthur is my ſon, and he is loſt! 
Im not mad; I would to heaven I were! 
For then, tis like, Thould forget myſelf. * 3 N 15 
Oh, if I cov'd, What grief mould J forget!kpꝛ 
J am not mad; tob well, too well J feel! 
The different plagues of each calamity. 
K. Phil. Bind up thoſe treſſes: 
In the tair multitude of thoſe her hairs ! 
Where but by chance a ſilver drop hath fallen 
Even to that drop ten thouſand wiry friends | 
Do glew themſelves tn ſocial grief; | 
Like true ipſeparable, faithful loves, - 3 5 
N ether in calamity. : . 
Con fl. 15 England, if you will —— 
. Phil. Bind n hairs. 
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KING JOHN, 29 


Con b. Oh, father antics; I have heard you ſay, 
That we hall ſec and know our friends in heaven: 
If that be true, I ſhall ſee my boy a aln; 
For, fince the birth of Cain, the firſt male-child, _ 
To bim that did but yeſterday ſuſpire, mn 
There was not ſuch a Fracgious creature borb. 11 
But now will canker ſorrow eat my bud, 
And chaſe the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look as hollow as a * | 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 
And fo he'll die: and, riſing ſo again, 
When I ſhall meet bim i in the coutr of heaven 
I ſhall not know him : therefore never, ler, COT MONET 
Muſt I Re mz . Arthur mace .. 
Paid. You h einious as reſpect of grief. 
Conft, He talks to me, that never had a ſon, —— - 
K. Phil. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 
Conſt. Grief fills the room up of my 8 child; © 
Lies in his bed, walks up and 0 with me; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats bis words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious pars; + ew 
Then have I reaſon to be fond of grief. 
Fare you. well: had you ſuch a loſs as 1. 
I could give better comfort than you <A 
1 will not keep this form upon my head, 
[Tearing of her bead. 2 
When there is ſuch diſorder i in my wit. 


"5 | 
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hoy: 

Life is as tedious as a ie tals; 1 8 1 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowſy wan; 
And bitter ſhame hath ſpoilt the ſweet rt wa," 6 wY 
That it yields nought but Handed bittertefs. 0 

Pand. Your mid is all'as you! ful as your lod, wk 
Now hear me ſpeak, with a prophetic ſpirit ; 
For even the breath of what I mean to ſpeak | \ 
Shall blow each duſt, each ſtraw, each little rub, © 
Out of the path which ſhall directly lea 
Thy foot to England's throne; and, therefore finel, | 
John bath ſeiz'd Arthur; and it cannot be VP 
FRA, whilſt warm life play sin, that infanr $ veins,” 
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The miſpla&'d John ſhould entertain an hour, 

A minute, nay, one quiet breath of reſt, 

That John may ſtand, then Arthur needs muſt fall. 

_ Lewis. May be, be will got W n Arthur's life 
Put hold bimſs If ſafe in his 

Pad. O, 2 when he ſha We hear of your approach, | 

Tf that young Arthur be not gone already, 

Even at this news he dies; and then the hearts 

Of all his people ſhall revolt from him, 

Go with me tothe king: tis wanderful | 

What may be wrough out of wor — . : 

Now that their fouls are top: full of offence, . 4 

For England go; L will wc 0 on the a 
Lewis, Strong reaſon makes ſlrong i: let us 8⁰ ; 

If If you ſay, ay, the King will not ſay, 2. [Exount, 


A CT. Iv. 8 CENE changes to England. A priſon. 
| Enter Hubert an . *. 
Hub. EAT me theſe irons hot; and, look thou ſtand 
Within the arras : when 1 Qrike my foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground, ruſh forth; 
And bind the boy, which you ſhall find with me, 
Faſ} to the chair. Be heedful: hence, and watch. 
Exec. I hope your warrant will bear out the — 
Hub. Uncleauly ſcruples! fear not you; look to't 
TOS lad, come forth; I have to ſay with vou. 
. Enter Arthur, 
Arth, Good morrow, Hubert. | 
1b. Good morrow, little prince. 2 
Arth. As little prince (having ſo great a title 2. 
To be more prince) gs may be. Vou ate ſad. | 
Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier. | 
Arth, Mercy on me 
Methinks, no body ſhould be ſad but I: 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as ſad as night, 
Only tor wantonneſs. By my chriſtendom, 
So were I out of priſon, and kept ſheep, , 
I ſhould be as merry as the day is long 
And fol would be here, but that, I doubt, 
My uncle practiſes more harm to me: 
He is afraid of me, and I of him. 
Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's ſon? 
No, indeed, is it not; and I would to heaven, 
In were your ſon, fo you would: love me, Hubert. 


Hu), 
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H.. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate | 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead ; 
Thereſore I will be ſudden, and diſpatch, = F/7/7 

Arth. Are you ſick, Hubret ? you look pale to-day ; 
In ſooth, I would you were a little fick ; | 
That I might fit all oight and watch with you. 
I warrant, 1 love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take poſſeſſion of my boſom. 
Read here, young Arthur—— [Shewing @ paper. 
How now, fooliſh rheum, [ Apde, 
Turning diſpiteous torture out of door! 2 
I muſt be brief; leſ'refolution drop of WW ILY 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womaniſh tearg,—- 
Can you not read ir! is it not fair writ? 

Ar th, Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo foul «fie; 
Mult you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes? 

Hub. Young boy, I muſt, tas = 

Arth, And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. — 

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did but 


de, | 
1 knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The beſt I had, a princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never aſk it you again: f | 
And with my hand at midnight held your head: 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time; | 
Sying, what lack you ? and, where lies you grief? 
Or, what good love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor man's fon would have lain dill, 
And ne'er have ſpoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your fick ſervice had a prince, 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 
And call it cunning, Do, en if you will: 
If heaven de pleas d that you muſt uſe me ill, 
Why, then you muſt. — Will you put out mine eyes 
Theſe eyes, that never did, nor never ſhall, 
So much as frown-on you ? | | 

Hub. | have ſworn to do it; 
And with hot irons muſt I burn them out. 

Arth. Ohl if an angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me, Hubert ſhould put out mine eyes, | 
I would not have belivc'd him; no tongue but -Hur- 
bert's, 58 [ Hubert ſtamps, and the wen enter. 


Hub. Come forch; do, as I bid you to do. 
| Tens of i%» 
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Arib. O ſaxe me, Hubert, ſave me ! my eyes are out, 
Even with the fierce looks ot theſe bloody men. 
Hub. Give me the iron, I ſay, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas, what need you be fo boill'rous nough | 4 
TI will not ſtruggle, I will. and ſtone-ſtill. 1 51 
For heaven's fake, Hubert, let me nof be bound! qr 
Nay, hear me, Hubert drive theſe men, aways, 
And Twill fit as quiet as a lamb : 
1will not ſtir, nor wince, nor ſpeak A word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, avd T 11 forgire you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone with biw. 
Exec. I am beſt pleas'd1 to be from ſuch a dead. [Exeunts 
Arth. Alas, I then bave chid away my friend; 
He hath a ſtern look, but a gentle heart 
Let him come back, that his n may 
Give life to yours. 
Hub. Come, boy, prepare eat. 
Arth, Is there no remedy ? | 
Hub. None, but to loſe your eyes. : ; 
Arth. O heaven l that there were but a mark] io yours 
A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wandring hair, 3: 
Any aonoyance in that precious ſenfe | _ * 
. Then, feeling what ſmall things are boiſterous there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſcem horrible. | 
Hub. Is this your-promiſe ?. go to, hold your t'ngue ! 
Arch. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Muſt needs want pleading for a pair of eyes: 
Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, 
So I may keep mine eyes. O ſpare mine eyes; 
Though to no uſe, but {till to look on you! 
Lo, by my troth, the inſtrument is cold, 
And would not has me. 1 
Hub. I can heat it, boy. 
Arib. No, in good ſooth; che fire is Acad with grief; 
The breath of heaven hath blow its ſpirit out, 
And firew'd repenrant aſhes on its head. 
Has But with my breath I can revive, it boy. 
Arth.. And if you do, you will but make it b oſh, 

And glow with ſhame of your proceedings, Hubert. 
Hub, Well, ſee to live; I will not touch thine eye, 
For all the treaſure that thine uncle owes ; 
vet am I ſ:yorg ; and I did purpoſe, boy, 
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With this ſame very iron to burn them out. 

Arth, O, now you look like Hubert ! all a while 
You were diſguis d. n N 

Hub. Peace: no more. Adien ; 

Your uncle muſt not know but you are dead. 
1'i1 fill theſe dogged ſpies with falſe reports. 
And, pretty child, ſleep doubtleſs, and ſecure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all wo world, 
Will not offend thee. 

Arth. O hraven l I — you, Hubert, 1 600 

Hub. Silence, no more: gol cloſely in with me. 
Moch danger do F'undergo for the. ' [Exeunt. 
SCENE x pes tothe court of England. Enter wh John, 

Pembrokey Suliſbury, and other lord. a 

K. John. Here once again we fit, once again crown'd, 
And look” d upon; I hope, with chearful eyes. 

Pemb. This once again, but that your highneſs ple d 
Was once ſuperfluous: vou mere crown*d K 4 
And that high royalty was ne 'er pluck'd off: 

The faiths of men ne er ſtained with revolt: 

Freſh expeQation troubled not the land 

With any long'd-for change, or better ſtate... 

| Gal.” Therefore to be;poileſs'd with double N 

To guard a title that was rich before, 

To gild refined gold; „o paint the lily, 101979 
To throw a perfume'on the violet, * 3 9 1a 
Is waſteful, and ridiculous exceſs. 

K. John. Some reaſons of this double coronation 
1 have poſſeſt you with, and think them firong. 

Mean time, but aſk 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well ; 
And well ſhall you perceive, how: willingly -- -- 
I will both hear and grant you your requeſts. 

Pemb, Then J (as one that am the tongue of theſe, 
Heartily requeſt 
The en franchiſement of Pak iwboſe reſtraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of diſcontent. 

Jo break into this dangerous argument; 

If bat in reſtſ you have, in right you hold, 

Why then your fears (which as they ſay, attend 
The ſteps of wrong) ſnould move you to mew up 
Your tender kinſman, and to choak his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exerciſe ?. 


3.08 the time's enemies may not have this 7 
"+ 


34 KINGS J OUN. 
To grace occaſions; let 2 hever uit ry : 


That yaw have bid us aſł bis ſibexty t of 
K. Jobn. Let it beſo; I do commit his youth 


Enter Hubert. 


To your direction. Hubert, what news wich A | 
Pemb, This. is the man ſhould. da the bloody deed : 3 * 


He ſhew'd his warrant: to a friend of mine. 

The image of a wicked heinons: fault 

Lives in his eye; that cloſe aſpect of. bia: 

Does ſhew the mood f a nn breaſt; 

And T ds fearfully believe: tis done 

Whos ſo fear'd he had a charge 3 4 
4. Th he colbur of the king doth: come and 80. 17 


| Base his parpeſe-and. his conſcienge. 


Like heralds tw ixt two dreadful batiles ſet: 
His paſſion is ſo tipe, it needs mul bieak- Fe 

. Permb< Anthwhemit hren ka, I fears will ine hesse 
The ful corruption of a ſwoet child's death. 


K. John, We cannot hold mortality's Qrong 8 


Good lords, although my willi to give is living, 1 


The ſuit which yaw demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us, Arthur is deceas' d to- nigbt. 10 


Sal. Indeed, we faar'd his fickneſs was aſt cure. 


Pemb. Indeed, we heard how near: bis death de ent, 


Before the child hirpſelf felt bewas: belts bo 1 
This muſt be anſwer'd, either bene, or hene. 


K. John, Why do you bend ſuch ene roman me 


Think you,; Tbear the ſhears of deſti 
Have I command ment on the pulſe 
Sal. It is apparent ſoul - play: and 'tis ame 
That greatneſs ſhould ſo grofly offer it: 
So thrive it in your game and fo farewel !! . 
Pemb. Stay: yet, brd Sahſbury; Þll with ther,” 71 
And kod the 0 of this poor chi a, . 9 


Hie little kingdom of a forced grave. | 
K. Joba, V'hey burwin indignation ; [ xepent. 


Ale? 


There is no ſure foundation ſer on blood. 

Euer a M. enger. 
A fearful eye thou haſt: where is that blood); 
That hate ſeen inhabit in thoſe cheeks? * 
So foul a ſky clears not w hout ſtorm: % 


Pour down thy weather. Hou 
Me From France to Englan 


2 


For any foreign preparatioos, 
Was levy'd in die body of a land. 
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X. Jobu. O, where hath dur intelligence been drunk ? 
Where bath it ſlept? Where ts my mother's care? 


That ſuch an army IS Rn Amen 9784 
And ſhe not hear of it? | N 
Me. My liege, her bar } oc 


Is ſtopt with duſt: the firſt of Apt 
Your noble mother: and, as I bear, = 

The lady Conſtance in a frenzy oy 

Three days before. 

K. John. What! mother dead! 11 3 
How wildly then walks my eſtate in France FTW IS 
Under whoſe conduct came thoſepowers'of France, 
That, thou for truth giv'n out, ate landed here * 

Mz/. Uader the Dauphin. 

K. Fobn. Thou haſt made me giddy * 

With theſe ill tiding-. 8 6 : j 
Enter aan | 

Now, what ſays the world 

To your proceedings? Do not ſecl — | 

My head with. more iH news, ſor it is full. 

Faule. But, if you be aftaid to hear the worſt. 
Then let the worſt, unheard, fall on your head! 

K. John. Bear wich me, couſin ; for I Was amaz'd 
Under the tide: but now | breathe again 

Aloſt the flood; and can give audience 

To any 2 ſpeak it of what it will. 

Faule [ have ſped among the clergy men, 
The ſums I have collected ſhalbexpreſs. 0 
But, as I travell'd hither:thro' the land, | + | 
find the people firangely fantaſy'd ; 


Poſſeſs d with rumours, full of idle dreams 3+ 


Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear, 
K. Jobs. O gentle couſin, 
Hear'ſt thou the news abroad, who ate amid 


Faulc. Tho French, 'wy lord; men's mouth are full 
ON MN :?: 


Beſides; A met lord Biget 75d lord Saliſbory, 0 5 
With eyes as red as new: kind led fire, 2 85 


Aad others more, going to ſeek the grave 


Of Arthur, Who, they NON $0-aight- 


On your ſu Ben Ion. 


K John, ale kinſwan, Fo Fl 1 * 7 AN ! 
And tbruſt thyſelf into their compan ss oh 
1 have a way twin their loves agi 30% tf 
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i Faulc.. I willſeek them out. 
We K. John. Nay, but make halle; the 3 foot before. 

| Be Mercury, ſet feathers to thy heels, 
I And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 

j Faulc. The ſpirit of the time ſhallteach me ſpeed, [Exir. 

Enter Hubert. 
Hub. My lord, they ſay, ſive moons were 0 to-night: 
Four fixed; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wond'rous motion. 
K. John. Five moons 2 - 

} Hub. Old men and ei in the fireets, | 
i Do propheſy upon it dangerouſly ; | 5 3 
itt Young Arthur's death is common in their, mouths : 2. 4 
Ui ; And, when they talk of him, they ſhake-their N | f 
1 And whiſper one another in the ear; 
lil And he, that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wriſt ; 
05 Whilſt he, that hears, makes fearful action 
| With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes, 

I ſaw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer, nee, ; 

The whilſt his iron did on the anvil cool, 4-4 
With open mouth ſwallowing a taylor's news; | 
[ Who, with his ſhears-and meaſure in his hand, 
| Told of a many thouſand warlike French, | 
* That were embattled and rank'd in Kent. ; 
i Another lean unwaſh'd artiſicer Wi 
i Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
i K. Jobn. Why ſeek/it thou to poſſeſs me with theſe fears? 
1 Why urgeſt thou ſo oft young Arthur's deatb? 
[1 Thy band hath murder'd him: I had a cauſe 
li! To wiſh him dead, but thou had'ſt none to kill him. 

Hub. Had none, my lord! why, did you not provoke me ? 

C. Jobn. It is the curſe of kings, to be attended 

By ſlaves, that take their humours for a warranty 

To break within the bloody houſe of life : 
And, onthe winking of authority, 

To underſtand a law; to know the meauiog 

Of dangerous majeſty ;- When, perchance, it 0 


More upon humour, than ad vis -d reſprct. N 
1146. Here is your hand and ſeal = what I Lid. . . „ 
K. John, Ob, when the laſt account twixt heaven and , 


earth 
Is to be made, then ſhall this hand and ſeal 
Witneſs againſt vs to damration ! _ 
How oft the ſight of means, to do ill deeds, . TY 
Makes deeds il done? Had'ſt not thou. been by, - 
41,1 : g A fellow, 
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A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd, - 
Quoted, and ſign'd, to do a deed of ſhame, 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aſpect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Mad'ſt it no conſcience to deſtroy a prince. 
Hub, My lord | 
K. N Hadſt thou but ſhook thy head, or mad: a 
auſe, 33 
When Itpake darkly what I purpoſed ; 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face; 
Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words; 
Deep ſhame had ſtruck me dumb, made me break off, 
And thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in me, 
But thou didſt underſtand me by my ſigns, | 
And didſt in ſigns again parly with fin ; 
Yea, without ſtop, did'ſt let thy heart conſent, 
And, age. 2 4 thy rude hand to act 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name, — 
Out of my ſight, and never ſee me more! 
My nobles leave me; and my ſlate is brav'd, 
Even at wy gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 
Nay, in the body of this fleſhly land, 


Ibis kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 


Hollility and civil tumult reigns, 
Between my conſcience, and my couſin's death, 

Hub. Arm you againſt your other enemies, 
Fil make a peace between your foul and you. 
This hand of mine | | 
Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 
Not painted with the crimſon ſpots of blood; 
And you have ſlander'd hature in my form; 
Which, howſoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 
Thad to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. F:hn. Doth Arthur live? O, haſte thee to the peers; 
Throw this report on their incenſed rage, | 
And make them tame to their ob«dience ! 

Forgive the comment that my paſſion made 
Upon thyfeature ; for my rage was blind, 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Preſented thee more hideous than thou art. "+ 
Ob, anſwer net; but to my cloſer bring 
E The 
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The angry lords, with all expedient haſte. [Excunt, 
SCENE à ſtreet before a priſon. : 
Enter Arthur on ih wvalls, diſguiſed. 'F 
Arth. The wall is high; and yet will I leapdown ;= © 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! 


There's few or none do know me: if they did, 8 
This ſhip-boy's ſemblance hath diſguis'd me quite, 8 
I am afraid ; and yet I'll venture it. I 


If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I'll find a thouſand ſhifts to get away : | 

As good to die, and go; as die, and ſtay. [Leafs down, 

Oh me! my uncle's ſpirit is in theſe ſtones : 

Heaven take my ſoul, and England keep my bones. [ Dies. 

Enter Pembroke, Saliſbury, and Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmund's-bury ; 
It is our ſafety ; and we muſt embrace | 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pemb. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 

Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France, 

W hoſe private with me, of the Dauphin's love, 

Is much more general than theſe lines import. 

Bigot. Te- morrow morning let us meet bim then. 

Cal Or, rather, then ſet forward ; fur *twill be 
Two long days journey, lords, or &er we meet. 

Enter Faulconbridge. 

Faule. Once more to-day well met, diſtempet'd lords! 

The king, by me, requeſts your preſence ſtrait. 

Sal. The king hath diſpoſſcſs'd himſelf of us; 

We will not attend the foot, 

That leaves the print of blood where-e'er it walks. 

Return, and tell him ſo ; we know the worſt. : 
F. Whate'er your think, good words, I think were beſt, |? 
Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reaſon now. 7 
Faulc. But there is little reaſon in your grief, 

Therefore *twere reaſon you had manners now. 

Pemb. Sir ! Sir! impatience hath its privilege. 

Faulc. Tis true; to hurt its maſter, no man elſe. 

Sal. This is the priſon : what is he lies here? 

[ Seeing Authur, 

Pemb. O centh, made proud with pure and princely 

beauty! 

The earth had Ag a hole to hide this deed. 

Sal. Murder, as hating what himſelf hath done 
Doth lay it open tv urge on revenge. 3 

Bigot. Or, when he doom'd this beauty to the grave, 


Found 
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Found it too precious, princely, for a grave. 
Sal. This is the very top, 
The height, the creſt, or creſt unto the creſt 
Of murder's arms: this is the bloodieſt ſhame, 
The wildeſt ſavag'ry, the vileſt ſtroke, 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or ſtaring rage, 
Preſented to the tears of ſoft remorſe. 
Pemb. All murders paſt do ſtand excug'd in this: 
And this, ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, - 
Shall give a holineſs, a purity, 
To the yet unbegotten fins of time; 
And prove a deadly bloodſhed but a jeſt, 
Exampled by this heinous ſpectacle. 
Faulc, It is a damned and a bloody work; 
The graceleſs action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand, 
Sel. If that it be the work of any hand ?— 
We had a kind of light, what would enſue. 
It is the ſhameful work of Hubert's hand; 
The practice and the purpoſe of the king ;— 
From whoſe obedience I forbid my ſoul, 
Kneeling before this ruin of ſweet life, 
And breathing to this breathleſs excellence 
The incenſe of a vow, a holy vow ; 
Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor converſant with eaſe and idleneſs, 
Till I have ſet a glory to this hand, 
By giving it the worſhip of revenge. 
Bigo . Our ſouls religiouſly confirm thy words, 
Enter Hubert. 
Hub. Lords, I am hot with haſte, in ſeeking you: 
Arthur doth live ; the king hath ſent for you. 
Sal. Avaunt, thou hatefal villain, get thee gone! 
Hub. I am no villian. 
Sal. Muſt I rob the law ? [Drawing his ſword, 
Faulc. Your ſword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 
Sal. Nottill I ſheath it in a murderer's ſkin. 
Hub. Stand back, lord Saliſbury ; ſtand back, I ſay ; 
By heaven, I think, my ſword's as ſharp as yours. | 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourſelf, 


Nor 1empt the danger of my true defence; 


Leſt I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatneſs, and nobility. | 
E 2 Bigot. 


5 
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Bigor. Out, dunghill ! dar'ſt thou brave a nobleman ? 

Hub, Not for my life: but yet I dare defend ; 1 
My innocent life againſt an emperor, | 1 
Sal. Thou art a murderer. | 

Hub. Do not prove me ſo ; 
Yer, I am none. Whoſe tongue foe” er ſpeaks falſe, 
Not truly ſpeaks ; who ſpeaks not truly, lies, 
Penb. Cut him to pieces. 
Faule. Keep the peace, I ſay. 
Sal. Stand by, or I ſhall gaal you, Faulconbridge. 
Faule. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Saliſbury, 
If thou but frown on me, or ſtir thy foct, 
Or teach thy haſty \ pleen to do me ſhame, 
I'll ſtrike thee dead. Put up thy ſword betime ; 
Or II fo maul you, ard your toaſting- iron, 
'That you ſhall think the devil 1s come from hell, | 
Bigot, What will you do, renowned F W ? N 
Second a villain, and a murderer ? | 
Hub, Lord Bigot, I am none. 


— 1 


Bigot. Who kilbd this prince? | '1 
Hub. Tis not an hour fince I left him well: % 
1 honour'd him, I 1ov'd bim; and will weep 25 F 


My date of life out, for his ſweet life's loſs. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 

For villainy is not without fuch rheum. 

Away, with me, all you whoſe ſouls abhor 

The uncleanly ſavour of a flaughter-houſe, 

For I am ſtifled with this ſmell of fin. 
Bigot. Away toward Bury, to the Cauphin there ! 
Penb. There, tell the kivg, he may enquire us cut. 

Exeunt lords. 

Faule. Here's a good world! Knew youof this fair n ? 

Beyond the infinite and boundleſs reach 

Of mercy, if thou did'ſt this deed of death 


Art thou damu'd, Hubert. - 


Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. | | 

Faulc, Ha I'll tell thee what f N 
Thou art damn'd ſo black—— nay, Tabla is ſo black ; FG 
'Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer : * 
There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell li 


As thou ſhalt be, if thon didſt kill this child. 
Hub. Upon my foul 
Faulc. If thou didſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruel act, do but deſpair, 
And, if —_ want'ſt a cord, the ſmalleſt thread, TY 
at 
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That ever ſpider twiſted from her womb, 
Will ſerve to ſtrengſe thee ; a ruſh will be a beam 
To hang thee on: or wouidit thou drown thy ſelf, 
Put but a little water ina ſpoon, 
And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to flifle ſuch a v. lain up.— 
I do ſuſpect thee very g:ievouſſy. 

Hub. If I, in act, conſent, or fin of thought. 
Be guilty of the ſte:ling that ſweet breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay, 
Let hell want pains cnough to torture me! 
I left him well. 

Faulc. Go, bear him in thine arms, 
Jam amaz'd, methinks ; and loſe my way 
Among the thorns and danyers of this world. — 
Now powers from home and diſcontents at home 
Meet in one line ; and vait confuſion waits 
(As doth a raven en a fick, fallen beaſt) 
The imminent decay of wreſt:d pomp. 
Now happy he, whoſe cloak and cinQure can 
Hold out this tem peſt.— Bear away that child, 
And follow me with ſpeed; I'll to the king: 
A thouſand buſineſſes are brief at hand, 
And heaven itſelf doth frown upon the land. [ Exenzt. 


ACT v. SCENE she court of England. 
Enter King John, Pandulpho, and attendants. 


R. John. HUS I have yielded up into your hand 


| The circle of my glory. | 
= [ Giving uf the crown. 
Pand. Take again 
From this my band, as holding of the pope, 
Your ſovereign greatneſs and authority, 
K. J. Now keep your holy word: go meet the French, 
And from his hotineſs uſe all your power 
To ſtop their marches, 
Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempeſt up, 
Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the pope : 
But ſince you are a gentle convertite, 
My tongue ſhall huſh again this ſtorm of war, 


And make fair weather in your bluſtering land, [Fx:t. 


Enter Faulconbridge. | 
Faulc. All Kent hath yielded; — there holds out 
But Dover-caſtle : London hath receiv'd, 
Like a kind hoſt, the Dauphin and his powers, 
| E 3 Your 


* 
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1 . . 
| Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
(iſt To offer ſervice to your enemy; 
' 


110 And wil amazement hurries up and down 

wal The little number of your doubtful friends. | 

wa K. John. W-uld not my lords return to me again, 

it;ok After they heard young Aithur was alive. 

Faule. They found him dcad, and caſt into the ſtreets ; 

An empty caſket, where the jewel, life, 

By ſome damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away, _ 
K. John. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 
Faulc. Sa, on my ſoul, he did, for aught he knew. 

But wherefore do you droop ? why look you fad ? 

Be great in act, as you have been in thought; 

Let not the world ſee fear, and ſad diſtruſt 

Govern the motion of a kingly eye: 

Be ſtirring as the time; be fire wich fire; 

"Threaten the threatner, and out-face the brow 

Of bragging horror : ſo ſhall inferior eyes, ö 

That borrow their behaviours from the great, 

Grow great by your example. 

Away, and gliſter like the god of war, 

When he intended to become the field: $74 3 

What, ſhall they ſeek the lion in his den? £ 

And fright him there ? and make bim tremble there ? 

Oh, let it not be ſaid —Forage, and run 

To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doors: 

And grapple with him, ere be come ſo nigh. 

K. John. The legate of the pope hath been with me. 

And I have made a happy peace with him; 

And he bath promis'd to diſmiſs the powers 

Led by the dauphin. | 
Faulc. Oh inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 

Send fair-play-orders, and make compromiſe, 

Inſinuation, parley, and baſe truce, . 

To arms, invaſive ? Shall a beardleſs boy, 

A cocker'd ſilken wanton brave our fields, 

And fleſh bis ſpirit in a war- like ſoil, 

Mocking the air with colours idly ſpread, . 

And find no-check ? Let us, my hege, to arms ? f4 

Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace; 4 

Or, if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid 

They ſaw we had a purpoſe of defence. 

X. John. Have thou the ordering of this preſent time, 
Faulc. Away then, with good courage ; yet, I know, 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe, [Exeunts 
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SCENE changes tothe Dauphin's camp, St. Edmond®s-bury, 
Enter, in arms, Lewis, Sal ſbury. Melun, "embroke, Bigot, 
| ard /oldi:rs. 4 
Lewis, My lord Mci un, let this be copied out, 
And keep it ſafe for cur remembrance : 
Return the precedent to theſe lords again; 
Thar, having our fzir order written down, 
Both they and we, peruſing o'er theſe notes, 
May know wherefore we took the facrament ; 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 
Sal. Upon our ſides it never ſhall be broken. 
Oh, it grieves my ſoul, 
That I muſt draw this metal from my ſide 
To be a widow- maker; 
But ſuch 1s the infection of the time, 
'That, for'the health and phyfic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of ſtern injuſtice, 
(1 muſt withdraw and weep 
Upon the ſpot of this enforced cauſe, ) 
Lewis, A noble temper doſt thou ſhew in this; 
And great affections, wreſtling in thy boſom, 
Do make an earthquake of nobility. ä 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Saliſbury, 
And with a great heart heave away this ftorm, 


Come, come; for thou ſhalt thruſt thy hand as deep 


Into the purſe of rich poſterity, 
As Lewis himſelf: fo, nobles, ſhall you all, 
That knit your ſinews to the ſtrength of mine. 
Enter Pandulph, attended. 
Look, where the holy legate comes apace, 
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven ; 
And on our actions ſet the name of right 
With hely breath. 
Pand. Hail, noble prince of France 
The next is this: king John hath reconcild 
Himſelf to Rome; his ſpirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy church, 
The great metropolis, and. ſee of Rome, 
Therefore thy threat'ning colours now wind up, 
And tame the ſavage ſpirit of wild war; 
That, like a lion foſter'd up at hand, 
It may lic gently at the foot of peace, 
And be no further harmful than ip ſhew. | 
Lewis. Your grace ſhail pardon me, I will not back: 
I am too high-born to be property'd. 
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Your breath firii kindled the dead coal of war, 
Between this cheſtis'd kingdom and myſelf, | 
And brought in matter thar ſhoulll feed this fire; |; 
And now ?tis far «wo huge to be blown out, 
Wich that ſame weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquaioted me with intereſt to this land, | 
Yea, thruit this enterprize into my heart ; i 
And come ye now to tell me, Joha hath made | 
His peace with Rome? What is that pcace to me ? 
I, by the hunour of my marriage-bed, 
After young Arthur, claim this laud for mine; 
And now it is half. cnquer'd muſt I back, | 
Becauſe tha: John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome's ſlave ? 
No, on my ſoul, it neyer ſhal! be ſaid. 
Pand. You look but on the outſide of this work, 
Lewis. Outſide or inſide, I will not return. 
| [Trumpet ſounds a call. 
What luſty trumpet thus doth ſummon us ? 
| Enter Faulcontbridoe. | 
Faule. According to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience. I am ſent to ſpeak, 
My holy iord of Milan, from the king: 
I come to learn how you have dealt for him : 
And, as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope, 
And warr ant limited unto my tongus. : 
Pand. The Daupyin is too wilful'oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties: 
He flatly ſays, he'll not lay down his arms. : 
Faule. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd, i 
The youth ſays well. Now hear our Engliſh king: 
For thus his royalty ddth ſpeak in me. 
He is prepar'd ; and reaſon too he ſhould : 
This ap'ſn and unmanneriy approach, . by 
This harneſs'd maſque, and unadviſed revel, I 
This uohair'd ſaucineſs, and boyiſh troops, 
The king doth ſmile at; and is well prepar'd 
iſ To whip this dwarfiſh war, theſe pigmy arms, 
1 From out the circle of his territories. 5 
3 That hand which hath the ſtrength even at your door, 
5 To cucgel you, and make you take the hatch; 
Wh, Shall tha: vitorious hand be feebled here, 
1 That in -our chambers gave you chaſtiſement ? 
11 No: know, the gallant monarch is in arms, 
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KING JOHN 


And like an eagle o'er his airy towers, | 
* To ſouſe the annoyance that comes near his neſt. 
And you degenerate, you tograte revolts, 
You bloudy Nero's, r1pping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, bluſh for ſhame. 
Lewis, There end thy brave, and turn thy face in 
| peace; 8 pe bh 27 V7 
We grant, thou canſt out-ſcold us: fare_thee well; 
We hold our time too precibus to be ſpennt 
With ſuch a babler. n 
Pand, Give me leave to ſpeak, © 
Fault, No, I will ſpeak. . 
Lewis, We will attend to neither 
Strike up the drums; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our intereſt, and our being here. 3 
Faulc. Indeed, your drums being beaten, will ery out; 
And ſo ſhall you, being beaten : do but ſtart © 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, | 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd, 
That ſhall reverberate all as loud as thine, 
Sound but another, and another ſhall, 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth*d thunder: for at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting legate'hoxe, |; .. 
Whom he hath us'd rather for iport than need) 
Is warlike John; and in his forchead fits ., © 
A bare-ribb'd death; whoſe office is this day 
To feaſt upon whole thouſands of the French. 
_ Leaves, Strike up our drums, io find this danger out. 
Faule. And thau ſhalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt. 


| CExeunk, 
SCENE changes to a field of battle. 
Alarms, Enter King Job1 and Hubert, * 
R. John, How goes the day with us? oh, tell me, 
| Hubert. : - 934 5 + 1? \ 
Hub. Badly, I fear: how fares your majefly? 
F K. Jobn. This fever, that bath troubled me fo long, 
Lies heavy on me. O, my heart is ſick 
Enter a Maſenger. 
M.. My lord, your valiant kindſman, Faulcoobridge, 
Deſires your majeſly to leave the field. 
And ſend him word by me which way you go. 
K. John, Tell him towards Swinſtead, to the abbey 
there. 0 | : 
. Be of good comfort ; for the great ſupply * 
| " at 
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46 KING JOHN. 
That was expected by the Dauphin here, 
Are wreck'd three nighis ago on Goodwin ſands. 
This news was brought ag . but even now. 
The French fight couldly, and retire themſelves. 
K. John. Ah me! this tyrant fever burns me up. 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinſtead : to my litter ſtrait ; 
Weakneſs poſſeſſeth me, and I am faint. [Excunt. 
SCENE changes to the French camp. 
Enter Saliſbury, Pembroke, and Bigot. 
Cal. I did not think the king fo ſtor d with friends, 
Pemb. Up once again; put ſpirit in the French: 
If they miſcarry, we miſcarry too. 
Sal. That miſ-begotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 
Pea. DOE ſay, king John, fore fick, bath left the 
aid, Kc | | 
Euter Me/un wounded, and led by ſoldiers, 
Mel. Lead me to the revolts of Englind here. 
Sal. When we were happy we had other names. 
Pemb. It is the Count Mclun. ra 
Sal, Wounded to death. 1 
Mel. Fly, noble Engliſh, you are bought and fold; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, | 
And welcdme home again diſcarded faith, | 
Sook out king John, and fall before his feet; 
For if the French be lords of this load day, 
He means to recompenſe the pains you take, 
By cutting off your heads : thus hath he ſworn, 
nd I with him, and many more with me, 
pon the altar at St, Edmund's- bury ;. 
Even on that altar where we ſwore to you 
Dear amity and everlaſting love. e e 
Sal. May this be poſſible ! may this be true ! 
Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view ? 
Retainiog but a quantity of life ; 2 
Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Reſolveth from its figure *gainſt the fire? 
What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt loſe the uſe of all deceit ? 


I ſay again, if Lewis win the day, 


He is forſworn, if e'er thoſe eyes of yours 

Behold another day break in the eaſt, 

But even this night, | | | 

Even this ill night, you breathing ſhall expire ; 
Commend 


mern | 


- 


KING JOHN. 


Commend me to one Hubert, with your king ; 
The love of him, and the reſpect beſides; 
(For that my grandſire was an Epgliſhman) 


Awakes my conſcience to confeſs all this. 


In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field ; 
Where I may thiok the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace; and part this body and my ſoul 
With contemplation and devout deſires. 

Sal. We do believe thee ; and beſhrew my ſoul, 
But I do love the favour and the form 
Of this moſt fair occaſion, by the which 
We will uctread the ſteps of damned flight; 

And, like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankneſs and irregular courſe, 
Calmly run on in due obedience, 
Even to our ocean, to our great king John, 
My arm fhall give thee help to bear thee hence; 
For I do ſee the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eye. Away, my friends! 
"om | [ Excunt, leading of Melun, 
SCENE an epen place in the neighbourhood of Swinſtead- 
aA 4 £1 . 
Enter Faulconbridge and Hubert ſeverally, 

Hub. Who's there ? ſpeak, ho! ſpeak quickly, or 1 

ſhoor, | 

Faulc. A friend. What art thou? 

Hub. Of the part of England, 

Faule. Hubert, I think. 

Hub. Brave ſoldier, pardon me, 

That any accent, breaking from thy tongue 
Sould 'ſcape true acquaintance of mine ear. ; 

Farle Come, come; ſans compliment, what news abroad? 

Hub, O my ſweet fir, news fitted to the night; 
Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. 

Faule. Shew me the very wound of this ill news; 

I am no woman, I'll not ſwoon at it. | 

Hub. The king, I fear, is poiſon'd by a monk ; 
I left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil. | 

Faule. How did he take it! Who did taſte to him? 

Hub, A monk, I tell you; a reſolved villain, 151 
Whoſe towels ſuddenly burſt out: the king 
Yet ſpeaks, and, peradventure, may recover. 

Faule. Who didſt thou leave to tend bis majeſty ? 


ub. 
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Hub. Why, know, you not? the lords are all come 

back, | 

And brougb prince Henry 3 in their company; ; 40 
At u hoſe 1 queſt the King hath pardon'd them, 
And they are all about his majeſty. 

Faule. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heaven, 
And tem pt us not to bear above our power! 
Away, beiore! Conduct me to the king; 
] doubt, he will be dead, or e'er I come. [Exeunt, 

SCENE changes to the erchand in Sruin flead- abbey. 
Enter prince Henry, Saliſbury, and Bigot. 

Hen. It is too late; the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly and his pure brain 
Dotb, by the idle comments that it makes, 
F ortell then ending of mortality, 

Enter Pembroke. 

Penb. His highneſs yet doth ſpeak ; and holds belief, 
Thar, being b:ought into theopen air, 
It would allay the burning quality 


Of that feil poiſon whcih aflaileth vie. 


Hen, Let him be brought i into the orchard here, 
Doth he ſlill rage ? 
Pemb. He is more patient 
Then when you left him; even now he ſung. 
King Fobn brought in. 
K. John. Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow-room ; 
Tt wou'd not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſom, 
That all my bowels crumble vp to duſt, 
I am a ſcribbled form drawn with a pen 
Upon a pzrchment ; and againſt this fire 
Do I ſhrio k up. N | 
Hen, How fares you majeſty? 
K. Jol. Poiſon'd I ill fare dead, forſook, caſt- off! 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruſt his i tcy fingers in my mam; 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courſe 
Through my burn'd boſ m; nor intreat the north 
To make his bleak winds ki my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold,—l do not aſk you much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are ſo ſtrait, 
And ſo ungrateful you.deny me that, 
Hen. Oh, that here were ſome virtue in tore. tears, 
1 might relievt you | 
K. John. The ſalt of them is hot.— 
Within 


+KING-/JOHN. 19 
Within me ls a Hell; and there the poiſon 
Is, as a'fiend, confin'd to tyrannize -- 
On unreprievable, condemned blood. 
es Enter Faulconbvidge. 

Faule. Oh! I am ſcalded with my violent motion, 
And ſpleen of ſpeed to ice your majelty. 

K. John. Oh! couſin, thou art come to ſet mine eye. 
The tackle of my heart is crack't and burnt, 

And all the ſhrowds, wherewith my life ſhould ſail, 
Are turned to one thread; one little hair : 

My heart hath one poor firing to ſtay it by, 

Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 

And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a clod, 

And module of confounded royalty, 

Faule. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, beaven he knows, how we ſhall anſwer him : 
For, in a night, the beſt part of my power, 

As I upon advantage did remove, 
Were in the waſhes, all unwarily, i 
De voured by the unexpected flood. [The king diet. 

Sal. You breathe theſe dead news in as dead an ear. 
My liege! my lord! but now a king now 

thus! . | : 

Faulc. Art thou gone ſo ? I do but ſtay behind, 

To do the office for thee af revenge, | 
And then my ſoul ſhall wait on thee to heaven, 
As it on earth hath been thy ſervant ſtill.— 

Hen, At Worceſter muſt his body be interr'd. 
For ſo he will'd it. | 

Faulc. Thither ſhall it then, 

And happily may your ſweet ſelf puton 
The lineal ſtate and glory of the land! 

To whom, with all ſubmiſſion on my knee, 
Ido bequeath my faithful ſeryices, 

And true ſubjeQion everlaſtingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make, 

To reſt without a ſpot for evermore. | 

Hen. I bave a kind ſoul, that would give you thanks, 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Faule. Oh, let us pay the time but needful wee. 
This England never did, nor never ſhall, 

Lye at the proud foot of a conqueror, 

But when it firſt did help to wound itſelf, 

Now theſe her princes are come home again, 
| | F | 
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Come the three corners of the world in arms, 


And we ſhall ſhock them! Nought ſhall make us rue, 


4 but true. LEY 
[Exeunt onntth 


THE END, * 
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